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434 The Mother's Dirge. 

bid, that any person, by whatsoever authority, shall attempt or presume to 
impugn, infringe, or lessen the liberties granted to them (i. e. Dublin, &c.) 
by charter from the illustrious kings of England, in whatsoever manner, in 
whatsoever places or times, or before whatsoever persons, ecclesiastical or 
secular, by reason whereof, for their defence or protection, expenses, charges, 
and labours, shall of necessity accrue, so often as we shall be required, we 
will afford them all counsel and assistance to the utmost of our power, sav- 
ing the rights of our lord the king, and the faith and fealty to him due; and 
for our apportioned share of the said expenses, rated according to the extent 
of the means of the said cities and boroughs, to uphold the liberties afore- 
said, and in accordance with the provisions made by the said citizens and 
burgesses, we will be answerable to them without any difficulty or contra- 
diction. It is also granted, and in common council ordained, that once in 
term, viz. on the morrow of the Holy Trinity, two or three of the most dis- 
creet persons of the aforesaid cities and boroughs, shall assemble at Kil- 
kenny, to consider and treat of matters concerning their liberties, and to 
adjudge in what most convenient and suitable manner their said liberties 
may be best preserved uninjured ; and if one or more persons belonging to 
the before-mentioned cities, or boroughs, shall infringe this grant and ordi- 
nance, or shall fail to observe the form of the matters above set forth, he or 
they shall be held justly indebted to those who shall duly observe the form 
above-mentioned, in the sum of twenty pounds sterling, for their charges, 
expenses, and trouble. In such manner, that after he or they shall have 
been warned to pay the said twenty pounds, and shall fail to pay the same, 
then it shall be lawful for the parties observing the form aforesaid, to arrest 
the goods of the party not observing the same, wherever they shall be 
found,_ and without any hindrance or contradiction, .to levy in full out of 
the said goods, the said twenty pounds, and to execute their will and plea- 
sure upon the_ same. In witness wherefif, we have caused our common seal 
to be affixed to these presents, dated at Kilkenny, on the Friday next before 
the feast of the Holy Trinity, in the thirteenth year of the reign of king Ed- 
ward.' " 



SONNET. 

Gone is the bloom that glowed upon thy cheek — 

The playful smile that hung upon thy lip j 
Thy wontpd signs of mirth we vainly seek. 

Could care so soon thy beauty's blossom nip ? 

Didst thou in pleasure's cup too deeply dip, 
Arid 'lose thy charm of innocence? Oh, speak; 

For thou art strangely changed — still beautiful ! 
Still lovely in decay of loveliness ! 

The eye that sparkled once, now dim and dull, 
Doth yet an inward pang too well express, 

That neither time nor merriment can lull, 
And poisons all the springs of happiness : 

A pang that, worm-like gnawing on the heart, 

Defies all aid, all healing art. 



THE MOTHER'S DIRGE. 

My child ! I loved thee tenderly ; 

Upon my bosom laid, 
No smile look'd glad but thine ; for thee 

I mourned, I wept, I prayed. 

Thou sleep'st the slumber of the dead — 

Never in life to wake ; 
The grave hath made thy narrow bed, 

Its fairest prey to take. 



